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Anger inherits where love
Betrays: iron only can clean:
' And praises only crucify the loved
In their matchless errand, death.
Remember the earth will roll
Down her old grooves, and spring
litter swallows again, utter swallows.

Others will inherit the sea-shell,
Murmuring to the foolish its omens,
Uncurving on the drum of the ear
The vowels of an ocean beyond us,
The history, the inventions of the sea;
Upon all parallels of the salt wave
To lovers lying like sculptures
In islands of smoke and marble,
Will enter the reflections of poets
By the green wave, die chemical water,

I have no fear for the land

Of the dark heads with aimed noses,

The hair of night, and the voices

Which mimic a traditional laughter:

Nor for a new language where

A mole upon a dark throat

Of a girl is called 'an olive'.

All these things are simply Greece,

Her blue boundaries are

Upon a curving sky of time,

In the dark menstruum of water,

The name of islands like doors

Open upon it; the rotting walls

of the European myth are here

For us, the industrious singers,

In the service of this blue, this enormous blue.